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THE NOGHESS FOURTH—
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N‘.\\.\ ave ps little girls an’ boys
! Dught not 1o make firecracker noise
i sound, says maw,

Because the popy

& alwave sure flustrate paw

Qe don't kmow what 3 flustrate is.
But mavbe it's the crackers fin
An ., anvbow, we domt intend

To do & thing st will offend.

HER GLORIOUS
FOURTH OF JULY

By GERALD PRIME.
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Holt read no further. “Rot of the
fleadliest sort!” be ejaculated.
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Al exquinite
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“How perfectls
dreudful of me to
deprive you of
your paper™ she |
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The disillusionised young man dM not
share her enthosissm. It even tazed
bis ingenuity to find the words to de
cline her bospitality, but be managed
to accomplish it after a fashion He
was practically silenced by the unex-
pectedness of the denovement, and his
beantiful fellow traveler realized that |
on ber devolved the task of saving the [
situation. [

“]1 see you have been reading Herve,"”
Ebe observed. reaching out for the
“My busband Is very fond of
bim. Do vonu care for this?

“The ning paragraph s enough
for me,” he replied dejectedly,

“Le udge of thut," she laughed
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wad

At r the traln came to a
full stop, the guard appeared at the
dour of tl riment, and madam
de ) & platform of the sta-
tion, The propirietor the condensed
milk estab nt, middle aged and
adipose. was walting netir by to re
o r. Heolt saw them board a blg |
ris) r whilch =od Inst outslde the
Bt Then it was that she looked
ha him for the first time
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TWAS EVER THUS—
N CHILDHOOD'S HOUR!

ERCIVAL'S pockets
Are bulging with rockets:
Algernon’s arms are o'erflowing with
“giants ;"
Algy and Percy
Are ready oh, mercy!)
Now to give Peace & diurnal defiance—
Yea. and nocturmal.
They'll keep the infernal |
Racket a-going till midnight or later. |
Spite of the waming
They get in the momning |
Fresh irom the lips of their peace |
loving puter. .
T. SAPP. |

1 farewell

Eaple Still Bcreame.

Mrs. lssac L. Rice, the New York
woman who 8 few years ago organized
the Boclety For the Buppression of Un-
becessary Nolse, began s crusade early
this year for & nolseless Fourth of
July. Ehe enlisted the efforts—on pa-
per—of several governors and mayors.
but the American eagle still sereams
and the Arecracker continues to crack
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0 all the kids we've asked to come

An' p'rade withus, Ul beat the drum,
An- Sis ‘Il blow the horn. an’ then
We'll march around like little men,
An' paw will hear us an' be proud—
If we don't play too orful loud.
But I'll just wear a mask, you see,
Then paw, of course, won't know it's me.

Patriotic Sentiments—2EF9RE__

[Copyright, 1910. by American Press Association.)

BEFORE.

Johnnie—You better be keerful, Willle! Don't light that un
while you got the whole bunch o' firecrackers on your arm.
Might splode "em all at once an’ spoll your face. Lemme hold the
bunch.

Willle—Naw, | won't! Who's ‘frald? D'you »s'pose them
brave forefsthers of ours was 'fraid to fire off their guns till they
handed their powderhorns to some other feller to hold while
they pulled the trigger? They never 'd "2’ beat the British that
a*way. If you're scared. Johnnle, you can run. Hooray for the
‘Merican eagle! Here goes!

Jehnnie—An' here 1 go too! Me for the fireworks t'night—
wouldn't miss ‘em for all the daytime fun. (Turning to look just
before he darts around the corner of the house.) Gee! Look at'em
all splodin’ at once! | reckon 1'd better go call Dr. Johnson right
away an' have him fix up Willie's face for next week.

AFTER.

RESOLVED, That it is better to be keerful than bhrave. If I'd
handed Johnnie that bunch to hold 1'd 'a’ had lots more fun firin’'
'em off one it & time than lettin’ "em gll flash In my face. Then |
wouldn't have to sit here In the house with this bandage sround
my hesd an’' patches on my chin an' cheek an’ my arm tied up,
missin’ all the fireworks tonight. Nex' time 1'1] fergit the valor ot
my forefathers on the bloody battlefield an' pry more ‘tention to
the pers'nal safety of little Willle Jones.
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RIPPLE of red, white and bl
overhead—
Undulations of glory and beauty s

rare,
A poem of colors to heaven outspread
The banner of freedom, flung free on
the air!
Its natty nutation
Seems to say to the nation,
*Today I am holding my own celebra
tion. "’
And the flag takes the hands of the frolic
some breeze
While they waltz to the tunes from the
wind {retted trees.

ANCE. ripple and wave, O flag of
the free!
Let flutter your folds o'er the pros
perous land!
One day of the blessing fraught man
give we,
Old Glory, to you.
most grand.
Your glad palpitation
Stirs the pulse of the nation,
| And our hearts leap and throb with .
rare exultation,
thrill with delight that youw
bright folds still wave
“O'er the land of the fres and the hom«
of the brave.”
YOU ripple as red as the drops the
were shed
By our sires and our sons on the rec
fields of strife
Te keep your fair colom afloat over
head.
Whaere they'll wave while the spirit of
freedom has life
You ence flung deflance
‘Gainst old world alllance
Of looters and despots and forced thei
compliance.
Now, flag of the brave, you're the sym
bol of love,
Of peace and protection Columbia above
Nmmduvhhthtyewhm
ty displays
Than the purpose that gave to your
being its birth,
The offipring of freedom, your missior
to blaze
A glorious truth to the ends of the
earth.
Float. then, in elation
O'er this banner blest nation!
Yours. yours is the right to a rich cele.
braton,
For your blue is as true as the naturs!
blue
Of the heavens eternal that bend ove-

of all banner

'
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FAMOUS “FOURTH" EVENTS.

It Is an Interesting fact that the
fourth day of July has been rendered u
memoralbile American histor
by several other than ths
adoption of the Declaration of Ilnds
pendence at Phlladelphia In 17706

date In

incidents

Three ex-presidents of the Upited
Stares have died on that date. o 182

authar of the Decly

Fears

Thomas Jefferson,
rution, passed nwny.
afrer the ne

exactly fifty

coprance by col

setitatives of the lmmwortal document
with whilch his name 15 most nse)
arably conneited Johin Adams als
died that same day and year. In 183!
ex - Pre<ident Jumes  Monroe, wh
fought u= a vouth In the American

Itevolurion. died on the Fourth of Juls

After u long General U, S
Grant marched Into Vieksburg July 4
1863, the fallen stronghoid of the Con
federncy In the west. For many wecks
the nation had hoped and prayed for
this result. Grant's victory completed
the opening of the Mississippl rives
and cut the Confederacy In twaln.

The very same day the nation learn
ed of the defeat of General Lee's nrm)
at Gettysburg after three days of
terrific battle. Gettysburg, historinn:
agree, was the pivotal battle of thn
civil war.

Yet, again, on the glorious Fourth o
1898 was disseminated to the nation
through its eager press she news of
the remarkable victory of Sampson
and Bchley over Cervera's fleét at Ban-
tlago—a triumpb which ended the war
with Bpain., liberated Cuba. annexed
Porto Rico to the United Btates and
drove Bpanish rule from its last foot
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hold in the western hemisphere
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MY QUIET FOURTH

By ROBERT DONNELL.
. O they're trying to produce the
S noiselegs Fourth, are they?

These Luther Burbanks of pa-
| triotism are golog after the glo-
rious old day as Luther went after the
cactus—to scrape Lhe sploes off aopd
| leave It n soft. velvety affair? Make
the Pourth just a dream day for sles-
tas aud somnpolence, dedicated to the
great white god Silence?

Very well. Let them do it. After
about ope or o fraction of one such
sllent Fourth thes'll be glod to get
back to the pop proposition. 1 koow,
beloved, becnuse 1 once experienced an
nbsolutely silent Fourth of July.

My noiseless Fourth took place sotme-
where near the middle of the Nevads
desert.  You cap find places in that
desert today where there {sn't o sonnd
for bundreds of wiles bhecause there's
nothing to make a sound. 1 was herd-
Ing cattle In punebing
cows, the elegant eastern writers call

those duys

It Cullente was wy  headguartens
Ever see Caliente? | menu. rather,
did yon ever foel Callente® There tsn't
much to ses, but 1o mldsummer yon
ean feel Callente. 1t feels just as its
Spanish pnmwe lmwplles—hot.  Callente
Is surronnpded by barren mouutidns,
beyond which stretches Larren desert,
Nowadass there I8 a rallroad that
finds enfrance and exit between the

passes, but in those dayz the lonesome

little burg was an 1solated speck.

Strauge to say, the town had run out

of smmunition by the end of June

Though every man carried a six shoot-
er there wasn't & cartridge left in Cal-

lente. And as for other fireworks ma-
terial there wasn't a cracker—except
| whip crackers,
| Caliente counldn’t stand for a fire
| workless Fourth. 8o I was detalled to
‘.rlde horseback eighty miles across the
| shimmering desert and bring back
from the bearest railroad town a sup-
ply of noise producers. My borse had
& lame hoof, so the boss proffered his.

*You'll have to tether him down pret-
ty tight when you camp.” said the
boss, “for you know he’s mighty akit-
tsh.”

1 set ont on the Brzt day of July.
calculated—being from New England
] can cairulate, you see—that 1 ronld
get the fireworks nnd reach Callente In
| time for the celebration to begin abouot
lnonn of the Fourth | made the raf)
road town all right, strapped big bun-
dles of pyrotechples to the horse nnd
got back within thirty miles of Call-
ente by the evening of the third )
wae dog tired 8o was the horse prob
ably. But | determined to rest only ap
hour, eat n bite and plug nlong a few
hours before making camp, so that 1
could get dnto Callente n Httle earller
than | was expected

Dismounting, 1 hitched the horse to
bush and sat down to uolace

I proposed eusing my own

i cactius

my shoes

Lot before easing the animal by np
snddling him I went sound asleep
with obe shoo off and one on. An hour
later 1 nwoke The horse was gone
He hind pulhed the top off the brittle
cuctus bush nnd released himself. e
carrled  with  him  Callente's éntire

stock of fireworks: also my slx shooter,
glung over the suddle In its holster

I slept somndly untll dagbreak on the
sandy ground.  Arising at dawn on the
Fourth of Julv, 1 set out a brisk
pace for Callente. ns 1 thought. It
| wns o osaltry day, and the heat In-
erensed nx the hoors advanced. By
noon | was wondering why | hadn't
it the pass inte Caltente. | dlscov
ered that T hind heen walking In 8 hlg

at

elrele.  Jdust then | was about fifry
miles pway from Callente, 1 knew old
Charlle. falthless ro me, but faithfat

to his master. had reached town hones
before with the fireworks

There ura no birds in the desert b
make twitterine There are
trees throueh which the hreore Mows
a subdued <triin § was the only 1y
Ing thing. <o far 0= I knew, for fifty
miles in pach direction. The absoluty
stillnes= of the scene appalled me |
Yearned for some sound—a thunder
| erash, an earthquake, anything, just
80 It made a nolse. In my Imagina-
tion, but only there, I could befir the
“pop. pop. pop” of the crackers nlong
Baloon row

I was tired—awfully tired. | was
footsore; 1 was hungry; I was thirsty:
I was hot—fercely bhot. But 1 wai:l
to confess right here and now that
none of these disagreeable things
caused me half such agony as that
dreadful, dumb, desolate, universal Si.
lence. with a big 8 1 tried to shont.
but my dry rtongue gave forth no
sound. Cintching wildly at a grease
wood bush, | fell to the baked sol) and:
lost knowledge of life.

Early on the morning of the Bth of
July the boys found me there—the res-.
cue party that sef out a8 oom as the!
boes' riderless borse got In. After Al
big swig at the water bottle ] faintly
Implored one of the fellows to fire off
bis gun  He @1d 5o, and the sound was.
a sonata. '

“Reckon you've enjoyed a quiet
Pourth 7" suggested Missouri Bill,
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